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Rising through it ere it came.
All his blood should be a flame
Quickly fired as in beginners
In Love's school, and yet no sinners.

'Twere too long to speak of all;
What we harmony do call
In a body should be there.
Well he should his clothes, too, wear;
Yet no tailor help to make him ;
Drest, you still for man should take him-
And not think he had eat a stake,
Or were set up in a brake.

Valiant he should be as fire,
Shewing danger more than ire.
Bounteous as the clouds to earth.
And as honest as his birth.
All his actions to be such,
As to do nothing too much ;
Nor o'er-praise, nor yet condemn,
Nor out-value, nor contemn;
Nor do wrongs, nor wrongs receive,
Nor tie knots, nor knots unweave;
And from baseness to be free,
As he durst love Truth and me.

Such a man with every part,

I could give my very heart 5

But of one if short he came,

I can rest me where I am.
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From The Celebration of Charis, folio 1640
Her Triumph
See the chariot at hand here of Love,
Wherein my Lady rideth !
Each that draws is a swan or a dove,
And well the car Love guideth.
As she goes, all hearts do duty
Unto her beauty;
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